All in the Day’s Work 

Chronicling the day’s events in the metropoli- 
tan area, The Evening Star reported to its read- 
ers on Monday evening that a Northeast Wash- 
ington man was shot to death in the front yard 
of his home, that a 4-year-old Alexandria boy 
was in “fairly good” condition after accidentally 
shooting himself with a pistol he picked up at 
his family’s summer home, that the Prince 
George’s County police had arrested the estranged 
husband of a College Park woman who was shot 
to death Saturday night, that a Richmond tobacco 
worker shot and killed his wife, his infant son 
and himself with a .32-caliber pistol, that three 
men, one carrying a gun, held up a Peoples Drug 
store, escaping with $2500 in cash and $300 
worth of narcotics, that four men were arrested 
after an armed robbery in Hyattsville, and that 
a man with a gun took $500 to $600 from the 
Mayflower Coffee Shop in the Statler-Hilton Hotel. 

All these stories were the grist of one day’s 
newsgathering. It wasn’t a holiday; there was 
nothing in the nature of a riot or insurrection 
going on. The Star didn’t get excited enough 
about any one of them to put it on page one. The I 
story about the man shot to death in his yard, 
for example, rated about two inches on page D-15. 
We do not say this in criticism at alL This news- 
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paper played the same stories in just about the 
same way next morning. Shootings of this sort 
are so commonplace that they are hardly consid- 
ered news at all any longer. Newspapers are 
sometimes accused of sensationalizing violence; 
unless it takes some bizarre form, they tend to 
be bored with it. 

Reflect on this phenomenon. A sentient hu- 
man being is suddenly, without any warning or 
preparation, despatched into another world by a 
bullet — and the event is so inconsequential, so 
ordinary, that it is almost ignored. A child 
scarcely beyond infancy is almost killed by a 
pistol shot; yet the community is not aroused or 
angry or even frightened for its other children. 
A berserk man snuffs out three God-given lives; 
and the event goes almost unnoticed. What 
pestilential apathy, what moral miasma accounts 
for this dreadful torpor? Has the community 
itself lost its sanity? Are we no longer mem- 
bers of a common humanity? Why isn’t the 
whole country demanding gun legislation to stop 
this slaughter? 



